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So m^ght my               these impious   thoughts

remove^

And,, ceasing to behold, might cease to love*        so
But stay 1 must, to feed my famished sight,
To talk, to kiss ; and morea if more I might: . . .
More, impious maid! What more canst thou

design ?

To make a monstrous mixture in thy line,
And break all statutes human and divine ?            $5

Canst thou be  called (to  save thy wretched

life)

Thy mother's rival, and thy father's wife 1
Confound so many sacred names in one,
Thy brother's mother! sister to thy son 1
And fear'st thou not to see the                bands,     90

Their heads with snakes* with torches

their hands,,

Full at thy face the avenging brands to bear^
And shake the serpents from their hissing hair ?
But thou in time the increasing ill control,
Nor first debauch the body by the soul;                  95

Secure the sacred quiet of thy mind,
And keep the sanctions nature has designed*
Suppose I should attempt* the attempt were

vain;

No thoughts like mine his sinless soul profane,
Observant of the right; and O^ that he                  100

Could cure my madness, or be mad        me 1"

Thus she; but Cinyras* who daily
A crowd of noble suitors at his knees.
Among so many, knew not whom to choose,
Irresolute to grant, or to refuse;                             105

But, having told their names,, inquired of hery
Who pleased her best? and whom she would

' prefer ?

The blushing maid stood silent with surprise*
And on her father fixed her ardent eyes?